96       CHAUCER AND  HIS  TIMES

Thou  glorie  of  wommanhede,   thou  faire

may,1

Thou haven of refut, brighte sterre of day
Rewe on 2 my child, that of thy gentilesse
Rewest on every rewful 3 in distressed'

With these words on her lips she turns to
Elda and holding up the child cries

" And if thou darst not saven him for blame,
So kis him ones in his fadres name/'

and without further complaint

She blesseth hir; and in-to ship she wente.

The whole passage has a breathing human
passion in it of which Trivet's chronicle knows
nothing. We forget the absurdity of the
story, the impossible repetition of an impossible
situation, and see only a cruelly wronged wife
and mother meeting her fate with simple
dignity and faith.

Trivet gives us lurid details concerning the
vengeance that falls on Alle's mother. Chau-
cer, who never takes pleasure in horrors, re-
marks briefly that he " his moder slow," and
hastens on to tell of Constance's adventures
off the coast of Spain. Here again, we find a
break in the narrative, as the author pauses to
comment on the evils of self-indulgence, and
1 maid. 2 have pity oru 3 rueful being.